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Archibald nodded uneasily.
" When you come to a very wide ditch," counselled
Nelly, "give her her head, Mr Podd."
" Give her her what, Miss Ryan?"
" Her head."
" But how can I do that when she has it already?"
asked Archibald, puzzled.
"Give her her bead, you stupid," cried Miss Ryan.
" Leave the reins slack; and sit tight."
"I will promise you to sit tight," said the young
clerk. "I shall also hold on tight when we are
swimming the 'ditches. But I do not like this
outlook."
" You'll be all right," said Nelly, comfortingly, " as
long as you do what I say. She's very quiet. It'll
be like sitting in a cradle. But don't slack the reins
too much or she'll take the bit between her teeth."
" She's had a bit between her teeth already
this morning, the she-horse devil," said Archibald,
viciously, " but it was only a bit of my jacket, thank
the goodness! I will take enormous care it doesn't
get any more bits. I shall be glad? personally, when
this she-horse is safe and sound at Tidatau, and I am
safe and sound in some other neighbourhood."
"The bit," explained Nelly, pointing, "is that bar
of steel at the end of the bridle. You are stupid!"
*' Oah, it can do what it likes with that bar of steel,"
said Archibald, carelessly. " If it likes to bite it and
get toothache, it's nothing to do with me; it's the
fillet's lookout,"
*' AH right," snapped Nelly. " Now then, up you
get " III open the gate. Good-bye, and good luck."